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. and at all 6 stands 
in the Capitol building 


cA fact: 


‘he 6 tobacco stands in the Capitol building 
at Washington are patronized mainly by the big 


business and professional men from all sections 
of the United States who are constantly com:- 


ind passing out of Washington. 


\t each one of these stands more k atimas 


are sold every day than any other garette, 
regardless of price—w ot apt ll aaa w that 
the preterence for Fatima ts really nation-wide. 
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1. “I done got dis ole squirt gun full ob whitewash. 2. “Uncle Mose, would you like ter be white?’ 
Let’s s’prise Uncle Mose!” “’Deed I would, honey—’deed I would!” 






4. “‘Let’s run ter Mammy and tell her we done see 
a ghost.” 











“Dey ain’t no sech thing as ghosts, chillun! Yo’ 
mustn’t git scared!” 


“1 
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ruy in the bleachers that’s throwin’ pop bottles.” 
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THe Major Was NEAR-SIGHTED; 


BuT THat Mape No DIFFERENCE, 


_ at 


FoR His Ears WerE ALL 


RIGHT 


The Sad Case of Major Canby’s Out-Basket 


A Tragedy of War-Time Washington 
By Netu Bert 


Illustrated by AtBbert HENCKE 


ANBY was a Major in the Procurement Divi- 
sion of the Sound-Ranging Branch of ‘the 
Ordnance Department, stationed in Wash- 
ington. It was his duty to collect and tabu- 
late sounds which would be of value to 

ordnance officers in determining distances by noises. 
This may not be an exact description of the Major’s job, 
but his job was something like that:—hard to describe 
exactly. There are many jobs of that nature in Wash- 
ington. 

The Major was near-sighted; but that made no dif- 
ference, for his ears were all right and he was terribly 
keen on sounds. In fact, he often removed his specta- 
cles and put them in their case and went about his work 
as blind as a bat to all intents and purposes without 
impairing his efficiency in the slightest degree. 

One morning the Colonel telephoned down to the 
Major to come up and give him some information on 
certain sounds that had been bothering some of our 
officers somewhere; and the Major dropped everything 
and jumped, as do all good Majors when a Colonel 
speaks. 

Now on the Major’s desk there were two wire bas- 
kets, one known as the In-basket and the other as the 
Out-basket. The In-basket was the receptacle into 


which the office boys dropped all communications relat- 
ing to sounds, and all reports, and all matters which 
required the Major’s attention. The Out-basket was 
the receptacle into which the Major tossed all matters 
on which he had acted and which could be filed, or all 
things on which he was passing the buck to brother 
officers, or all communications which belonged 
where. 

When the Major dropped everything in order to do 
the Colonel’s bidding, he inadvertently dropped his 
spectacle-case, with his spectacles therein, into the Out- 
basket. From this small occurrence arose the greatest 
tragedy in the Major’s life. 

On returning from his conference with the Colonel, 
he fumbled among the papers on his desk for his specta- 
cle-case. It was not there. He examined his desk- 
drawers, his waste-paper basket and his In-basket. It 
was in none of these places. He glanced in his Out- 
basket. There was nothing in it. Exasperated, the 
Major summoned the Lieutenant in charge of the 
recording and distributing of documents. 

The Lieutenant, on being questioned, remembered 
vaguely that he had found a spectacle-case in the 
Major’s Out-basket and sent it to the files. The Major 
hastened to the filing-room, where upwards of thirty 
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clerks searched the files dili- 
gently for the spectacle-case. 
\fter a three-hour search, one 
of the clerks recalled that a 
spectacle-case had been re- 
ceived without a file-number, 
and that it had been sent to 
the Division of Investigation 
of the Department of Justice 
for action. 

Hot on the trail of his 
spectacle-case, the Major has- 
tened to the Department of 
Justice, only to learn, after a 
long wait, that the case had 
been referred to the Army 
Medical School, Department 
of Optics. mn 

Somewhat fatigued, but 
still determined, the Major 
persisted in the pursuit. The 
Army Medical School, not 
knowing what to do with the spectacle-case, had mailed 
it to the Committee on Public Information, the Com- 
mittee on Public Information had shipped it to the 
Bureau of War Trade Intelligence, the Bureau of War 
Trade Intelligence had passed the buck to the Photo- 
graphic Laboratory of the Signal Corps, the Photo- 
graphic Laboratory had sent it to the Surgeon-General’s 
office, and the Surgeon-General’s office had slipped it 
quietly but firmly to the Binocular-Testing Division of 
the Aircraft Board. 

The days grew to weeks and the weeks grew to 
months; but the Major, hourly growing grayer and 
more exasperated, refused to abandon the hunt. 
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Officer—In what way, young man, do you consider 
yourself qualified to join the service? 
—‘Well, I have an excellent wrist-watch.” 





ral Snow, with a knowledge of French at zero, and limit 





= Official communications, 
= commencing 


“Referring to 
yours of the 17th, File No. 
876,421 —365, 11A, concern- 
ing a missing spectacle-case”’ 

began to appear on count- 
less desks in government 
buildings. 

The Major became a fa- 
miliar figure in the Archives 
Division of the Adjutant- 
General’s Office, the Board 
of Mediation and Concilia- 
tion, the Office of Naval In- 
telligence, the Bureau of 
Lighthouses, the Bureau of 
Public Health Service, the 
Military Intelligence Branch, 
the Secret Service, the Bureau 
of Statistics and Tabulation, 
and the Bureau of Standards, 
through all of which offices 
his spectacle-case had passed in its endless journey. 

And then one day, when he was only two jumps 
behind the fleeing case, the Major went blind. Realizing 
that any further search was useless, he gave it up and 
went home to live on his pension. 

The spectacle-case has never been found; and years 
after the war has ended, harassed Lieutenants, Captains 
and Majors will be send'ng out letters commencing: 
‘Referring to yours of recent date, File No. 1,267,841- 
699, 32D, concerning one missing spectacle-case, we 
beg to state that 

War certainly deserves all the hard things that have 
been said of it. 
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ed talents in pantomime, about despairs of ascertaining from 


Madame Prudeau whether there is in the whole of benighted France a single watermelon. 
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“ Believe me, Bill! 


o’ pants on for goin’ on four years! 


Could I Trouble You for a Dime? 
By Cyru 


\ , YHEN I was a child and someone spoke of mil- 
lions, billions, or trillions of dollars, I used to 
listen with a vague sort of wonderment; and [| 
remember it was my impression that such figures had 
nothing more than a mathematical reality, a notational 
value—that they existed simply to plague the unfortu- 
nate scholar, as if he didn’t have enough to bother his 
brains about already. Even a few years ago I could 
hardly realize the existence of such sums, far less 
(alas!) realize the sums themselves. 

But now it is different. Wherever I go, whenever I 
pick up my paper, all the talk is that such and such a 
country is floating a two billion loan, another a three 
billion loan, still another a five billion loan; and so on, 
till this whole affair of millions, billions and trillions has 
become the merest commonplace to me. As a matter of 
fact, when I hear that some organization or other is only 
asking for a paltry million dollars, I am filled with con- 
tempt and disgust at such a display of pikerly cheap- 
ness. The existence of these tremendous sums no 


B. EcGan 


Us Americans ain’t begun to feel the war yet! 
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! That poor Scotch feller was tellin’ me he ain’t had a pair 


longer dazzles me, though I will confess myself a bit | 
amazed by their buoyancy. | 
So accustomed have I become in the past year to the | 
mention of millions and billions that I now look with 
the greatest scorn on the monthly emolument which | 
used formerly to anticipate with such eagerness. I feel 
as if someone were offering me but a drop of water to | 
quench my thirst, when a whole reservoir lay close by. 
And when my employer hands me my envelope at the | 
end of the week, I feel like saying to him, “Keep it. | 
It is nothing to me—less than nothing— Keep it and | 
buy yourself a lollipop.” | 
But strange to relate I do not say this. I take it— | 
reluctantly, disdainfully—yet I take it. Alas, such is | 
the force of habit! | 


The Domestic Zoo 
Shippy—The DeJoneses lead a cat and dog life, I guess. 
Snippy—Yes, she is a cat, and he puts on the uog. 


The Age of Worry 
“Women don’t wear their hair as long as they used to.” 
“Well, for that matter, neither does a man.” 
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A Hymn of Hate 
By Howarp Dir 


M noted for a disposition stoical 
\ host of friends have given me the palm 
For what they deem an attitude heroical, 
That is—of being most absurdly calm 
rhey’re right. My temper’s mild and un-Vesuvian; 
It rarely ever—hardly ever heats 
But one thing makes me mad as a Peruvian 
The man who tilts his soup-plate when he eats. 


You must not think that I am supercritical 
I’m tolerant beyond the nth degree 
Nor do I preach; I scorn an air pulpitical, 
\s anyone can very plainly see 
I’m jovial with jolly bacchanalians 
I’m kindly toward the fellows in the streets; 
And yet—I hate as much as German aliens 
The man who tilts his soup-plate when he eats. 


You must not think me crabbedly conventional. 
You must not think I stand behind the spat. 
I do not mind a faux pas unintentional, 
Or glare at him who fails to tip his hat. 
I pose not as a pillar of propriety, 
Nor mind the street car hogs who keep their seats. 
But favor me and separate society 
From him who tilts his soup-plate when he eats. 


How Was He to KnowP 


By Mary Granam Bonner 


HE broker’s daughter came in town during a hot 


summer week to see the dentist. Whenevening came 
the broker took his daughter to dine at a somewhat gay 
though altogethercharming restaurant alongthe Hudson. 
“T will look my very best and wear my smartest hat 
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THIS YEAR 
Tue TriAts oF A DAUGHTER 























Drawn by Zim 
“Yes, | know it’s terrapin, Jake, but suppose we did 
pop it over? We haven't no recipe for telling us how 


to prepare it nor the proper dishes to serve it in. 
and veil,” said his daughter to herself. ‘“‘Dad will be 
pleased if I dress up for him.” 

She looked very lovely and her dad was delighted. 

During the dinner a_ business friend of the 
broker’s looked over from his table, gave a strange 
little smile, and looked away. 

“Do you knowthat man, 
dad?” asked the daughter. 

“Yes, he’s a_ business 
friend,” said the father, 
“but I don’t think he’s sure 
whether he would embar- 
rass me by speaking or not, 
so he is taking a chance that 
he would. He thinks I’m 
not a-dining with my daugh- 
ter, you see.” 

“Oh, ‘dad, really, how 
wonderful! Then I do look 
well!”? And the twentieth 
century daughter was de- 
lighted. 

The next day the broker 
saw his friend down town. 

“Why didn’t you speak 
to me last night and come 
over to meet my daugh- 
ter?’’ asked the broker. 

“Your daughter!” ex- 
claimed the man. ‘‘ And how 
was I to know it? I could 
hardly be expected to jumy 
at such a conclusion during 
midsummer in New York!” 














Hard Lines to a Poet 
By Witt H. Greenrieip 


NY man of average in- 
A telligence can write po- 
etry, but when a man 
has average intelligence, he has 
more sense than to indulge it 
that way. Butitis fine to bea 
poet—fine, or imprisonment, 
or both. And there is oodles 
of money in the game. The 
postal department is about 
half supported that way. 

An incurable poet is one 
who would rather write for the 
few than be appreciated by the many. Asa rule, he has 
every right to be perfectly happy. He embraces the idea 
that because there are so many magazines published in 
this country he ought to share the poetry of his soul 
with the low-browed reading public. There are none of 
us perfect. 

No poet can forget the day he broke into print—nor 
how long he remained broke. In fact, many poets are 
not broke; they’re cracked. They claim they want to 
write something that will live after they are gone, but 





Carbonetted by J. K. Bryans 
‘For instance?” 


, , . 
iving tO ask for it. 
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““My husband does such original things!” 


“Well, yesterday he gave me some money without my 


they are really aftersomething 
that will enable them to live 


while they are here. For a 
check is not only an oasis in 
the literary desert it’s a 


mirage. And to a poet the ten 
most beautiful words in the 
English language are: money, 
kale, dough, lucre, mazuma, 
rhino, scads, tin, rocks and 
spondulix. Without some of 
this they cannot keep the wolf 
from the door unless they read 
their poetry to the snarling 
creature. 

It used to be that the poets 
died, and their works lived; now the poets live and the 
works die. All poets, however, are more highly esteemed 
when they are dead and gone. They can’t write any 
more then. 


No Harm Done 
She—I see you quoted Shakespeare in your speech, Sen- 
ator. 
He—Oh, that’s all right—I guess he won’t take advantage 
of the advertising to run against me in the primaries. 
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The Lady—Ah! Dear me, Professor, this sad war has taught us a lot! 





You bet it has! I had degrees from seven universities—and didn’t know how to plant a potato! 





+e se ae ore on em, «=e @ <n 








a eee eee, = «6—eee ee & Gee 6 eee es oe GUC SWC Citi 











——— 





<9 ™ 


& 


t2°Ss (Gas. aS. Se 


Ae oS. SS ee 





What Is the Name, 
Again? 


By Georce Cecit CowInGc 


' OW do you spell your 
name?’’ demanded 
Parker J. Kindray of 


his chance acquaintance on 
the train. 

“Just the way it is pro- 
nounced,”’ vouchsafed the 
other. “Pepperhill. Horace 
T. Pepperhill.” 

“I always like to get 
mames correct,” explained 
Kindray. “There’s alto- 
gether too much carelessness 
about names. I often wonder 
how some business institu- 
tions and individuals get 
through life, the way they 





ee ee 





all that, with your correct 
John Hancock before them 
on all these statistics and 
formulz, they address you on 
post-card duns as Pattie D. 
Kendall. I tell you, my dear 
Whipperwill, it’s disgusting!” 

“You're dead right, Mc- 
Kinley,” rejoined the other 
heartily. 


Josh Billings, Jr., on 
sé Dogz ”” 
By Lewis Aten Brownt 


\ I littul sun haz a dog. 
’ 2 B moar korrect I 
shuld say he had a dog 
whitch he naimed “ Bill,” but 
he waz sertinly preemer- 
chewer B caws Bill he up and 


ball such things up.’ roms fy A. B Waanee had a littur of puppez; now 

“Take my own experi- THe Censor mi sunz dog Bill is cawled 
ences,” he continued. “Now Dazy and his dog is now dogz. 
I suppose I’ve paid hundreds of dollars to the laundry Thear is a lot of kumfort—and kussidness—in a dog, 


that does my work, yet they always send packages and 
statements addressed to Porter L. 


Kennedy or something like that.” 


“Why don’t you change laundries? 


Pepperhill. 


“I’ve tried that,” replied Mr. Kindray in a discour- 
aged tone, “but it made no difference. The other laun- 
dry was just as bad. I'd merely be billed as Peter R. 


Kindling. 

“People talk about 
newspaper reporters get- 
ting names twisted! They 
iren't in it for a minute 
with the business world. 
Mind you, I hold no 
brief for newspaper re- 
porters. They have plen- 
ty to answer for—split 
infinitives, dandruff, the 
match-borrowing habit 
and all that—but I must 
say for them that when 
it comes to fumbling 
names and initials, the 
average business house or 
public office has them 
beat fifty wavs from the 
proverbial Sunday. 

** Now there’s the city 
light and water depart- 
ment in our town. They 
make you sign a dozen or 
more applications, affi- 
davits, writs of riparian 
rights and what not be- 
fore they give you a 
speck of service. Half a 
dozen clerks ask you 


point-blank what your Drawn db 


nameis. And then, after 


Kindley, or P. D. 
dog. 


” suggested Nr. 


but on the whole I have found that thear is gennerally 
moar kussedness in a dogz owner than thear is in the 


U treet a dog well and hez good 2 U. Awl he 


will do is to steel the Sunday roast and chew up your 


t 


best bootz and git hares on yoar cloes, whitch ain’t so 


sent. 


Cuester L. Garpt 


Hot Scotcu 


wiked as it mite B. 
U may be shooer yoar dog will not li 2 U, he will not 
talk B hind your bak and he will not cheet U out of one 


] 


My littul sun kan have moar fun with his dog 





Dazy (formurly Bill) than 
a ritch boy kan git out of 
won (1) thousund dolars 
worth of toyz. Aftur awl, 
thears lotz of wors things 
than dogz and a man 
who luvz dogz iz genner- 
ally a man U kan trust, 
whitch is a ‘rare thing 
these dayz. 


Horse and Horse 
“TJ CAN make my children 

mind tollably well when 
I’ve got a club and can cor- 
ner ’em in the house,”’ con- 
fessed Mr. Gap Johnson, of 
Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “But 
they sorter have the boolge 
on me out o’ doors whur they 
can get hold of rocks and 
have plenty of room to run 
in. 


Utility . 

A family with an artistic 
temperament isn’t really 
as much of an _ addition 
to a neighborhood as a 
family owning a _ step- 


ladder. 
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Wuat THE AveraAGeE Beruin Famity Feets Like WHEN Tuere Is Gotnc to Be Meat For DINNER 


SHRAPNEL 


AND SPUDS 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


ANKIND is traveling in a fog, slowly, with 
M France sounding the siren every minute. 
Germany lost the war by gaining ground. 

What we need in this country is less clemency and 
more Clemenceau. 

The Russians have discovered that he who hesitates 
is bossed. 

The Germans know they are licked, but are afraid 
to believe it. 


Safety First 


“Ah, yes!—a quiet wedding, of course,’ commented the 
able editor of the Grudge Gazette. “‘And who gave the bride 


away?” 

“Nobody,” replied the Missourian. ‘You see, she didn’t 
invite any one who knowed much about her divorce from her 
first husband. That’s prob’ly why it was a quiet wedding.” 


Who ever heard of a German cosmopolitan? 

The flames of Louvain can still be seen from any- 
where by daylight. 

The world is divided into two races, those born east 
or west of the Rhine. 

After more than four years of it the insane are be- 
ginning to understand us better. 
~The Germans are the first of the “moderns” to 
raise murder from a fine art to a sport. 


A Girl These Days 
A girl won’t marry a man in these days unless he can support 
her in a style to which she is unaccustomed. 


Neighborhood Curiosity 
The neighbors used to ask “How do you do?” but now they 
wonder how you do it. 
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“Listen!” Sue SHRILLED, AND REAp Dr. PoupREPLE’s PRESCRIPTION 


The Double Cross 


By ‘Terreitt Love Ho.iiipay 


Illustrated by Artuur G. Dove 


- EGINALD?” 

The man stretched at ease in the Morris 
chair with his nose in the evening paper, 
made no reply. 

Pouting, Flossie Van Idyll tried again. 

“Reginald, is it out of the question for me to take a trip 
this summer?” 

“*Ab-so-lutely,”’ responded her husband, without 
looking up. “There’s no use discussing the matter. 
I can’t spare the cash.” 

Flossie bit her carmined lip and her pretty face 
hardened. ‘He could raise the money if he wanted to; 
and he’s got to do it,” was her mental comment. 

When she had erased the anger from face and voice, 
Flossie spoke again. “‘I know you’re hard up, dear, 
and I wouldn’t expect you to finance a pleasure trip. 
But I really need a change. I’m afraid I’m coming 
down with something.” 

“Humph!” grunted Reginald; and the conversation 


ended. 


Early next morning Flossie Van Idyll quietly crept 
out of bed, locked the door between her bedroom and 
Reginald’s and went to her dressing table. After half 
an hour’s skilful work with her make-up outfit, she 
resumed her morning nap. 

“]T thought that I’d better lie still,” apologized 
Flossie, smiling wanly up at her husband, who had come 
to ascertain the reason for her non-appearance at the 
breakfast table. ‘I seem to be all in this morning.” 

“Maybe you do need a trip, Floss,” conceded Regi- 
nald, noting the ghastly whiteness of her cheeks, the 
purple shadows under her eyes and the deep new lines, 
which gave her such a drawn, haggard expression. “I'll 
stop and bring Doc Poudreple out this afternoon. If 
he says that you must have an outing, I’ll produce the 
mazuma, some way, though I don’t know how.” 

Following an unusually hearty breakfast, Flossie 
called Dr. Poudreple on the phone. 

“Dr. Poudreple, this is Mrs. Van Idyll. . . Has my 
husband made an appointment with you for this after- 
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A “SMILEAGE”’ 


noon? . . . Well, will you please find that only a month 

in the Adirondacks will save my life? That’s right. 
Be a dear and do as I ask. You'll see? 

Of course this consultation is confidential and you are to 

send the bill for it to me, not to my husband. 

Gor \d-by.”” 

At the conclusion of his brief visit, Dr. Poudreple 
wrote a prescription, handed it to Flossie Van Idyll and 
rose to depart. Reginald accompanied him to the door. 
In the reception hall Reginald drdéoped his left eyelid 
in a deliberate and significant wink, which Dr. Poudreple 
answered in kind. They shook hands. 

Returning to the bedroom, Reginald Van Idyll found 
his wife sitting straight up in bed. Her countenance 
was crimson. 

“Listen,” she shrilled, and read Dr. Poudreple’s 
prescription. 

“** Avoid the bad air of department stores. . . . Eat 
less rich food. Abstain from travel or change of 
scene.’”” 

“Reginald,” charged Flossie Van Idyll, in a voice 
broken by anger, “did you b-bribe that—that wretch to 
keep me at home?” 

“Certainly not,” 
surprise. “Why? 


lied Reginald, counterfeiting hurt 
Did you bribe him to order you away! 


Freedom: dy 
“Uncle” 


WIND the mainspring of my car, and hit the 
highway, near and far. While I have coin to buy 
the gas, it’s no one’s business where I pass. From 
San Francisco’s storied bay to 
far New York I take my way; 
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Circus <a THE Boys at Camp Pep 


Inevitable 
By Exus O. Jones 


N a word, to return to the status quo ante involves so 
much more than a mere question of boundary lines 
that the human mind can not begin to comprehend it. 
Should any statesman seriously undertake it, our 
admiration for his courage would be adulterated by 
grave doubts as to his sanity. 
Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall, 
Humpty Dumpty had a big fall; 
All the king’s horses and all the king’s men 
Couldn’t restore Humpty Dumpty 
To the status quo ante again. 


A Versatile Bard 

The tendency of women’s clubs to broaden their interests 
is illustrated by an item from a Kansas country newspaper, 
announcing a meeting of the Browning Club. 

“The Ladies’ Browning Club will meet Tuesday afternoon 
with Mrs. Helen Van Zandt,” wrote the editor. “‘ The following 
subjects will be discussed: The History of Venice, The Presi- 
dent of Venezuela, How to Attract the Birds, New Uses of 
Tapioca, The City of Havana, School Gardening, and A Health- 
ful Diet for Baby.” 


Walt Mason 


Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


of all I see. The servants chase along the halls to 
bring me smokes and and codfish balls. Nobody asks 
my granny’s name, or tries to figure out my game. 

But when the Kaiser’s ruling 
here, life won’t be such a treat, I 





unless I make the speed laws 
sick, or kill a hen or horse or 
hick, no delegate will seek to know 
from whence I came, or where I go. 
It’s no one’s business where I trek, 
if I don’t pass a phony check, or 
jump a board bill here and there; 
I am as free as summer air. 

But when the Kaiser rules this 
land, at every turn a cop will 
stand; and he will make me stop 
my car, and ask me where my pass- 
ports are; then my excuses won't 
avail, and he will pack me off to 
jail. And I'll be fined a thousand fF; 
bones, and spend a lifetime break- 








fear. When to a tavern I repair 
I'll have to give my record there; 
I'll have to tell how many times 
I’ve been locked up for noxious 
crimes; why I have followed devi- 
ous ways, and left my home be- 
tween two days. They’ll measure 
me and snap my face, and maybe 
run me from the place. They'll go 
through all my grips and bags, and 
search the pockets of my rags, and 
lead me down a darkened hall, and 
back me up against a wall, and 
shoot me full of slugs of lead, 
and keep on shooting till I’m 
. dead. For that’s the way the 








ing stones. It isn’t strange that I 
get mad when thinking of that 
Kaiser lad. 

I seek a promising hotel, and 
write my name down like a swell. And all the people 
treat me fine; the whole blamed hostelry is mine. 
While I have got the price with me I am the boss 


Drawn by E. Frionri 


“Anp He Witt Maxe Me Stop My Car, 


anp Ask Me Wuere My Passports Are” 


Teutons do, if tales of travelers 
are true. 

To keep the Kaiser from this 
shore I’d do a lot, and then 
some more. Of course I’d gladly bleed and die, like 
any patriotic guy; but I’d go further and beyond—I’d 
buy a thrift stamp and a bond! 
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Caucut WitH THE Goops 


AISER BILL, you say that we are in this war 
to get something for ourselves, to secure 
territory. Caught with the goods! We are 
in this war to secure territory. Look at the 
map of the Western Hemisphere, Kaiser 

Bill, and we’ll show you the territory we intend to secure. 

It is bounded on the north by the Dominion of 
Canada, on the south by the Gulf of Mexico, on its two 
coasts by the two great oceans. 

This territory was inhabited by a peace-loving, quiet, 
contented folk—pretty soft, you called them. You 
didn’t think that they were out to secure territory. You 
figured that to take things away 
from them would be like taking 
money frem the children’s bank. 
Didn’t you, Kaiser Bill? In your 
lucid intervals—if Kultur is sub- 
ject to such a weakness—you have 
another think coming! 

Kaiser Bill, you just ought to 
hear those old fellows who wore the 
Blue and those old fellows who 
wore the Gray, forget their half 
century argument as to why Lee 
didn’t win at Gettysburg, in their 
whole-souled rivalry to “pan” 2 
you! Why? Because you are a 
Kaiser? Oh, no; we title-hating 
Americans naturally love a Kaiser — 
next best to the Most Potent . 
Grand Master of the Lodge. No, 7% 
Bill—not because you are a 4% 
Kaiser, but because you are you! 

This territory which we are 
going to secure from you is well 
worth the securing. It is all we 
have. Itis all wewant. It has the 
best government on earth—except 
just before election day, and then, 
thank goodness, it is so gloriously 
bad that any old party can have the priceless privilege 
of admitting that they couldn’t help but improve things. 

We took the title deeds of the premises from a race 
who in their savage days acted a bit like the Hohenzol- 
lerns—only the Indians mercifully tomahawked and 
scalped and burned—they didn’t put powdered glass in 





at home! 





the baby’s milk or poison germs in the hospitals. Then 
suddenly we found that we iad to secure our premises 
all over again, because there was an armed maniac in the 
next street, shooting up civilization. 

The only new territory we expect to secure, Kaiser 
Bill, is six feet of earth for what is left of Junkertum! 


NY 





Drawn by Lanc CAMPBELL 
AFTER THE BaTTLE 
Billy, the Mascot—This old rag doesn’t taste 
half as good as the things on our clothesline 
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Comment Grave and Gay on Things as They Pass 














Tue Day AFrTrerR THE WAR 


HERE is going to be something doing the day 

after the war. Of course it is understood in mili- 

tary circles there will be numerous details to look 

after, the day the war is over—details like arranging for 

Kaiser Billy’s long vacation and so forth. But in 
other lines there will be a decided spurt. 

About five million people will start to build a 
house. We know these figures are correct because 
they have told us so. Carpentry is going to come 
into its own that day—if there are enough hammers 
to go around. 

And the loaves of white bread that will be baked! 

Time was when people sniffed at 
white bread. The sniffing has been 
plainly inaudible of late; it is 
doubtful that one sniff a week is 
heard now at white bread any- 
where. But the old sniff will return 
the day after the war is over. 

Then there is going to be a 
pronounced activity in the inch 
and a half beefsteak line. The 
null and void steaks that we have 
been having will be but a memory, 
and the sizzling of broiling steaks 
will make more noise than the 
breaking of the Atlantic against 
our shores. 

And sugar! The man who 
feeds lump sugar to horses will be 
let out of jail and Dobbin will get 
something to gladden his stomach 








Dp ~ again. ‘Tea will be tea and coffee 
Roe Ws Sea will be coffee once more. ‘Th 
— cheek of the caramel lover will 


bulge again—that cheek which has 
been so emaciated of late. 

The cotton batting will be 
taken off the multitude of pet 
hobbies which have not the touch 
of rein or spur these last few weary years: Liberty 
bonds will go away above par. It will be too late to en- 
list then, but many will feel it a lost opportunity not to 
have been among those present. 

Boats will plow the main with nothing to fear but 
hurricanes and typhoons. Murderous desires can then 
reasonably be transferred from the Hun to -he baseball 
umpire. The plaintive wail of the conscientious objector 
and the haunting howl of the pacifist will grow fainter 
and fainter in the soft night breeze, and the scented 
zephyrs from the woods will carry to our ears the iast 
dying whimper of the exiled war profiteer. 
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| A Digest of the Worldir 


The Wittiest Though ts from the Prightest Minds 
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Getting It Across A Proud Boast—‘‘It will be a proud —< — ' 
boast in the future.” T I G HT W A D S : 
“What will?” ee ee a a 
“Instead of a fellow saying ‘I’m a 
self-made man,’ he'll stand up and say Playing Even—Sylvester Tightwad, 
proudly, ‘the army made a man out of | whocan repeat the serial number of every 
me.’”’—Detroit Free Press bill he ever had and who has most of them 
Y still, became ill yesterday when in a 
{ No Reply—‘“They say this feller (moment of absent-mindedness he dropped 
bs Foch goes right ahead on his own _ into the street car hopper the two pennies 
account.” he was carrying to buy a paper. He man- 
“Eh?” aged to even up by jumping off the car, 
“Don’t ask no advice.” catching a ride in an automobile and bor- 
“Well, what advice would you give, rowing his neighbor’s newspaper that 
J pu “4 ire au ur u Jabez, provided he asked you for some?” evening.—Detroit News. 
smivicaine. 2,500 francs. .¢ a oe Kansas City Journal. 
us reviendra qu’a 12,000 fran f Had Been Noticed—“My motto is: 
“Perhaps ou’d b te ed a nic Munition’s Miracles ‘Never give up.’” 
American car O $500—rid “TI noticed that when the Red Cross 
cheay Including packing, pping a people came around.’’—Boston Transcript. 
uilroad freight charges it won't co ) 
but $2,400 LI llustr n (Par : 
Wants Credit—Bacon—What’s old 
a Closefist hollering so for? 
) a ‘ Egbert—Some one told him he must 
| z HE WAR give until it hurts. 
, — +e Ie Bac on Well? 


Had Seen Him—Dr. Llewellyn 
Rainey, director of the overseas war li- 
brary, was entertained at dinner by a 
group of Johns Hopkins students on the 
eve of his departure for the front. 

A very rich young sportsman, afflicted 
with the malady known as swelled head, 
said to Dr. Rainey during the fish 
course: 

“I’m going to volunteer, doc, but I 
can’t decide whether to take up the 
cavalry or the aviation wing. Which do 
you advise?” 

“The aviation, most decidedly,” Dr. 
Rainey replied. 

The young sportsman smiled. 

“Ah, you’ve seen me fly, have 
you?” 

“No,” said Dr. Rainey; “I’ve seen 
you ride.” —Washington Star. 


Business Manager—“ You'li have to 
work or fight, Rastus.”’ 

“Dey can’t touch me, sah. 
manager ob a fambly laundry.” 

“What’s the name of the laundry?” 

“ Martha.”—Boston Transcript. 


I’se de 














Captain Jones, being on leave, runs down 
to his old home at Sleepyville for a few days’ 
peace and quiet, deep in the countryside.— 
The Bystander (London). 

Out of a Job—“ What was that man’s 
occupation who came asking you for a 
job a while ago?” 

“He said he used to be a railroad 
president.’’—B2altimore American. 


Still Here—Buck—What’s become of 
the man who used to lay up something for 
a rainy day? 

Wing—I saw him this morning, and he 
was buying a spare tire!—Youngstown 
Telegram. 


Egbert—He just gave up a dollar for 
charity. 

Bacon—Well, one dollar doesn’t hurt. 

Egbert—No, but he wants to give the 
people the impression that it does.— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


That War Tax on Snuff 





“ Dites-donc! ¢aca serait peut-ttre plus régu- 
lier de mettre un impéot sur les nex.” 

“Wouldn’t it be simpler, now, to tax 
noses?” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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An Impressive Pause—Rich Old 
Aunt—Robert, I am going to make 
my will. I think I shall leave you— 
(pause) 

Nephew (eagerly) 

Aunt— Before long. 
script. 


Yes, aunt. 


Boston Tran- 


His Resource—“ George Washington 
never told a falsehood.” 

“Maybe not. Anyhow, he was such a 
smart man and such a fighter that nobody 
had the nerve to accuse him of it.” 
Washington Star. 

Her Reply—‘ Money won't buy hap- 
piness, my dear.” 

“No, but it will buy a lot of the things 
that would make me happy.”—Detroit 
Free Press. 


Bloodless 

















“Yer know, I’m armenic, Mrs. Harris.” 

“Lor, Mrs. Green, 1 thought you was 
British!” 

“Ah! yer don’t undersand, dearie; it 
means [ ain’t got no blood in me.”—The Tat- 
ler (London). 


A Polite Retort—Trafic Cop—Come 
on! What’s the matter with you? 
Truck Driver—I’m well, thanks, but 


me engine’s dead!—Buffalo Express. 


Steady Work—Setilement Worker— 
Does your husband have steady work? 

Poor Woman—I think so, mum; at 
least, he’s never out of the workhouse 
more than a week at a time.—Buffalo 
Express. 


Downing His Emotions 
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She—George, dear, is there any danger of being torpedoed? 





He—I'm afraid not.—The 
| WIVES 
J geil. alte —— 





The Gossipy Male—''It is difficult for 
a woman to keep a secret.” 

“It must be,” answered Miss Cayenne, 
“if she happens to have a husband as 
eager to hear gossip as some of the men 
I know.” —Washington Star. 


Opening the Flood Gates—WMrs. 
Knagg (with magazine)—It says here 
that a South Sea Island wife isn’t sup- 
posed to talk until her husband speaks 
first. 

Knagg—l'll bet some of those husbands 
are fools enough to do it.—Boston Tran- 
script. p 


Here and There—He finished a long 
explanation about being late. 

“T don’t believe a word of it,”’ declared 
his wife. 

“There’s where you’re wrong. Several 
words of it are true.”—Kansas City 
Journal, 


Peggy—“I thought your wife’s name 
was Elizabeth?” 

“So it is.” 

“Then why do you call her Peggy?” 

“Short for Pegasus.” 

“What has that to do with it?” 

“Why, Pegasus is an immortal steed.” 

“What of that?” 

“Sh! Not so loud! She’s in tke next 
room. You see, an immortal steed is an 
everlasting nag, so there you are!”— 
Farmer and Breeder. 


. 


By 





tander (London). 


She Knew the Symptoms—‘“Charley, 
dear,” said young Mrs. Torkins in a tone 
that was kind but firm, “did you tell me 
you were up late last night with a sick 
friend?” 

"Ta." 

“What made your friend feel sick? 
Was he a heavy loser?’—Washington 
Item. 


In the Cards of Fate 











“*Primerament et sortien espases..1 guany- 
aves.” 

“7 ara els bastos 3 qué volen dir?” 

“‘Volen dir que rebras.” 

“You will attack—you will advance.” 

“Good! And what then?” 

“Then—you will retire.”—Esquella (Bar- 
eclona). 
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Easy to Identify—A wild-eyed, dis- 
heveled-looking woman burst into the 
local police-station. 

“My husband has been threatening to 
drown himself for some time,” she cried, 
hysterically, “and he’s been missing now 
for two days. I want you to have the 
canal dragged.” 

“Anything peculiar about him by 
which he can be recognized, supposing 
we find the body?” inquired the in- 
spector. 

The woman hesitated, and seemed at a 
loss for a minute or two. Then a look of 
relief slowly overspread her face. 

“Why, yes,” she exclaimed at last; 
“he’s deaf!” —London Tit-Bits. 


Old as Creation—Patience—Did you 
see that creation that Peggy wore 
yesterday? 

Patrice—I saw her dress, if that’s what 
you mean; but why call it a creation? It 
wasn’t new. 

“T know it, but it was about as old as 
that.”—Yonkers Statesman. 


A Possible Reason—“ Why is it that 
a woman will tell things to her dressmaker 
she wouldn’t tell her husband?” 

“That’s a pretty problem in feminine 
psychology.” 

“Yes?” 

“ However, without going into the sub- 
ject deeply, I should say the dressmaker, 
for business reasons, is more apt to listen 


The Dear Creature 





“250 francs, ce jeune pore? mais <'est la 
folie!” 

“Ah, monsieur, on a bien du mal, allez! 
Les enfants, ¢a pousse tout seul, mais les 
cochons, c'est ¢a qui coute a élever!”’ 

“Fifty dollars for that pig? Nonsense!” 

“Ah, but it represents a heap o’ trouble. 
Chillun grows up jes’ so, but pigs has got to 
be raised careful.”—L’Jllustration (Paris). 


than the woman’s hus'’and.’’—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


Helpful Helpmeet—“ Charley, dear,” 
said young Mrs. Torkins, “I have thought 
up a witticism for you to tell at the 
club.” 

“Do I have to tell it?” 

“Of course not. But you'll miss a 
great chance if you don’t. It’s this: 
Baseball players ought to be put into the 
Navy instead of the Army. Go on; ask 
me ‘Why?’”’ 

“Why?” 

“So that they can steal submarine 
bases.” —Washington Star. 


Within the Rules 




















On peut causer avec [ennemi—mais—il y a la manieére. 
It’s all right to have dealings with the enemy, provided you do so in the right way.— La 


Baionnette (Paris). 








| JUST KIDS 





A Tart Answer—Paterfamilias was 
feeling out of sorts and was inclined to 
be a bit raw. 

“Get away from the fire, my boy!” 
he said to Thomas Jr., “the weather 
isn’t cold!”’ 

Thomas put on an injured air. 

“Well, I ain’t warming the weather,” 
he answered. “I’m warming my hands.” 
—London Answers. 


Reason was Clear—A small English 
boy was asked: “How is it your father 
always wins money when he plays cards, 
but invariably loses when he backs 
horses?” 

Very promptly came the _ reply: 
“Please, sir, father can’t shuffle the 
horses.’’—Boston Transcript. 


The Timid Teacher—‘TI’ll be glad 
when I can go back to school.” 

“Fine. What an ambitious little boy 
you are, to be sure.” 

“That ain’t it. The teacher in school 
is afraid to lick me, but ma isn’t.”— 
Detroit Free Press. 


For Awhile—“I see your boy has 
gone to work.” 

“Yes.” 

“ How’s he getting along?” 

“Oh, fine! Anything in the way of 
novelty appeals to him.” —Boston Trans- 
cript. 


Pleasant Prospect—A messenger boy, 
who lives in a South Side street, was rid- 
ing on his bicycle, with a much smaller 
child seated on the handle bars in front of 
him. 

A lonesome little boy who sat on the 
front porch of his home called to his 
mother. 

“What is it, dear?” the mother asked. 

“Look at the messenger boy,” the 
youngster said in some excitement. 

“Well, what’s strange about him?” 

“Just look what he’s got. I believe he 
is bringing us a little baby brother.”— 
Youngstown Telegram. 


Knew What They’d Catch—The 
twins had gone in swimming without 
mother’s permission, and they antici- 
pated trouble. 

“Well,” said Tommy, philosophically, 
“we're both in the same boat, any- 
how.” 

“Yes,” returned Ray, the humorist of 
the family, “but I’m afraid it’s a whale- 
boat.” —Boston Transcript. 


























All Lit Up—An Englishman, an Irish- 
man, and a Scotchman were boasting 
about who could be the most extravagant. 

The Englishman, to demonstrate his 
extravagance, took a ten-shilling note 
from his pocket, applied a match to it 
and carelessly lit his pipe with it. 

The Irishman, not to be beaten, hauled 
out a five-pound note and did likewise. 

Then the Scotchman, not wishing to 
be left out of the contest, wrote a cheque 
for a thousand pounds, lit it, and applied 
it to his pipe—The Passing Show (Lon- 
don). 


Her Scornful Answer 


He: EAA S 7p (aM 1c HK 
she: B FS BYE % % AA 


—Tokio Trombone. 


Modesty—Two Lancashire women 
were talking of the war. 

First Woman—How’s Tom getting on 
in Palestine? 

Second Woman—Oh, he’s doing well. 
Aw’ve just had a letter fro’ one of his 
mates, and he says Tom’s gotten dysen- 
tery. 

First Woman—Strange, he’s never 
written hissel’. 

Second Woman—Nay, it’s just like him 
—he would no mek a fuss about the 
honors he won!—London Tit-Bits. 


No Doubt About It—Kartofle—Jak 
ci sie zdaje, kolego, kiedy sie wojna 
skonczy? 

Maka—Jak tylko na placu boju nas 
zabraknie.—Novy Satirikon, Petrograd. 


A Careless Sergeant—Brilish Re- 
cruit (to whom the drill-sergeant has 
made some rather personal remarks)— 
That there bloomin’ sergeant, ’e wants 
to be careful what ’e’s sayin’ of, ’e does. 
When ’e was swearin’ at me, ’e might ’a’ 
bin talkin’ to the Dook o’ Portland for 
anythink as ’e knew!—The Passing Show 
(London). 


His Specialty—A young Irishman re- 
cently applied for a job as life saver at 
the municipal baths. 

As he was about six feet six inches 
tall and well built, the chief life saver 
gave him an application blank to fill out. 

“By the way,” said the chief life saver, 
“can you swim?” 

“No,” replied the applicant, “but I 
wade like blazes.”"-—Farmer and Breeder. 


First Blow 





Vet. Oficer—Did you give the mare the powder, Williams? 

Private Williams—Y ass, zur, but she didn’t swallow it, zur. 

Vet. Officer—How’s that? I told you to put the powder in the glass tube and blow it down 
her throat. Didn’t you? 
Private Williams—Oh, yass, zur. But ’er blowed fust. 


Yokel Candor—A gricultural Parish- 
ioner (wishing to ingratiate himself with 
the new curate, who had given a lecture 
on the previous evening)—Thank ye, 
sir, for your reading to us last night. 

New Curate—Glad you liked it, John. 
I was afraid lest the lecture might have 
been just a little too scientific. 

Parishioner—No, bless you sir, not a 
bit of it. Why, we in these parts be just 
like ducks. We do gobble up anything. 
—Birmingham Herald (England). 


A Diplomat 





“Comme tu le salues, ce charbonnier!” 

“En été, je suis le seul dle saluer. Il s’en 
souvtendra, ’hiver prochain.” 

“Why do you make such a point of taking 
off your hat to that coal dealer?” 

“It’s because nowadays I’m the only one 
of his customers who does, and next winter 


he’ll remember.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


Nothink Arter the Queue—WMrs. 
Tompkins—Lor’, Mrs. Smithers, now 
there ain’t no queues (food lines) the 
shoppin’s a bit flat, ain’t it? 

Mrs. Smithers—You’re right, Mrs. 
Tompkins; just what I says to my ole 
man—you walks straight inter the shop 
and comes out again with yer quarter 
pound o’ marge, and there’s nothin’ to do 
but to go ’ome!—London Tit-Bits. 


One for Each—Mrs. Houlihan—Wan 
divorce would be no good; Oi want two 
av them. 

Lawyer—What do you mean? 

Mrs. Houlihan—Moike do be livin’ a 
dooble loife.—Boston Transcript. 








| SAMMIES 





On the Hog—A rookie in camp, being 
broke, wired to his father: “‘Dad—Send 
me $10 at once, as I am on the hog.” 

Promptly his father wired back: “ Ride 
the hog home; we’re out of meat.”— 
Boston Transcript. 


His Specialty—Officer—Any particu- 
lar branch of the service you’d like to 
connect with? 

Recruit—You'll make no mistake by 
putting me behind a machine gun, sir. 
I was chief camera man for a movie com- 
pany that specialized in “chase” stuff.— 
Buffalo Express. 
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The Cost of the War 





Tommy to Staring German Prisoners 


wash before? (No reply) If it ’adn’t ’a been for } 
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His Method—lWailer (hinting for a 
tip)—And how did you find the steak, sir? 
Diner—Oh, I just moved that little piece 
of potato and there it was.—Boy’s Life. 


They're Picking Them Cleaner— 
“That dog of yours looks thin.” 

“Yes. By the time we get ready to 
give him the bones there isn’t nearly the 
meat left on them there used to be before 
the war.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


A Slight Drawback—A _ judicious 
amount of kerosene oil in the frying pan 
will prevent it from rusting. Of course 
there is the slight drawback that the fry- 
ing pan is of no further use, but that is a 
mere detail.—Lewiston Evening Journal. 

Why—“ She says she prefers to do her 
marketing by telephone.” 

“Why so?” 

“Says she can’t bear to see howlittle 
she is getting for the money.” —Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


Embellishments—“ There’s too much 
fat on that beefsteak,”’ said the customer. 

“A sign of its quality,” replied the 
salesman. “ You never complained of the 
foam on a glass of beer.” —Detroit Free 
Press. 


When They Homeward Fly—She— 
But you know, Billy, one swallow doesn’t 
make a summer! 

He—Maybe; but it makes an average 
meal nowadays.—London Tit-Bits. 





Well, and ain’t you dirty dogs seen anyone ’avin’ a 


u blighters, I should ’a been ‘avin’ this at the 


Show (London). 


These Days—‘“I lunched,” said Bis- 
hop Waterhouse, of Los Angeles, “one 
meatless and wheatless day with a family 
that gave me delicious provender. In 
short, I never ate a better luncheon. 

“The lady of the house, in acknowl- 
edgment of my warm compliments, told 
me how the nut steak was made and how 
the flourless biscuits were concocted. 

“* Marvelous!’ I exclaimed, ‘ Necessity 
is indeed the mother of invention.’ 

“* And invention,’ she answered with a 
wan smile, ‘is the necessity of the mother 
these days.’”—Washington Star. 








BAD BREAKS 
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Bulls—That Philadelphia morning 
newspaper which referred to a distin- 
guished visitor as a papal chambermaid 
instead of papal chamberlain, probably 
regrets that there is no firing squad for 
proof readers. 

By the way, wasn’t it a Philadelphia 
copy reader who changed “ papal bull” to 
“papal error,’”’ just, as he explained it, 
“to comply with the office rule against 
slang?”—New York Morning Telegraph. 


Stop, Look and Listen —‘“ A- 


H——., a pleasing comedienne and grace 
ful DANGER, completes the bill.” —The 
Stage. 


Is this a compliment or a libel—or 
both?—The Passing Show (London). 


Aural Emotion—“ The tears dripped 
unheeded from the listener’s EARsS.”’— 
The Story Teller (London). 


Mr. Dewar Was Flush—‘“We are 
pleased to see Mr. J. Dewar’s CHERRY 
face again at the Merchandize shed.”— 
Zululand S. A. Times. 


The Rock of Woe—Transatlantic 
card sharps will have to WoROK faster 
when aerial passenger liners go into service. 
The time of passage will be cut down 
considerably.— Birmingham Age-Herald. 


The New Sport 
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La caga de les subsisténces. 


Going after the high-flying necessities of life.—Esquella (Barcelona). 
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Getting It Off His Mind—‘ There is 
something,” he said when they were alone 
in the dimly-lighted room, “that I have 
wanted for a long time to tell you.” 

“Wait a moment,” she replied. After 
she had closed the door softly and re- 
turned, pulling her chair a little nearer to 
the one in which he sat, she said: “I’m 
afraid I ought not to be here alone with 
you. Don’t you think I ought to call 
mama or invite Gracie to come and play 
something for us?” 

“Very well, if you think it best,” he 
answered. 

“Still, there’s nothing wrong about our 
being here without a chaperone. Do you 
think there is?” 


Automatic Treatment 


Ws 


Af 
_——= 





Le Major—Vous avez de la chance d’avoir 
recu le reméde en méme temps que le coup. 

Medical Major—You’re in luck to have the 
remedy applied so promptly.—Le Péle-Méle 


(Paris). 


“T don’t see anything wrong about it.” 

“You said there was something you 
wished to tell me.” 

“Yes—but perhaps it would be better 
not to mention it.” 

“Well, of course if you have changed 
your mind, I suppose we may as well drop 
the subject.” 

“I’m afraid you might not like it if I 
were to tell you what has been on my 
mind almost from the first time I ever 
met you.” 

“T can’t imagine what you mean; but 
I’m sure I shall not be offended. What 
did you wish to say?” 

“You are sure you will forgive me if I 
become too bold?” 

“VYes—George—I’m sure.” 

“That mole on your cheek. I know a 





E’en the Bravest Would Quail 





* Croyez-vous! nos cousins de Carcassonne, 
le pére, la mére, la fille, les deux garcons, qui 
tombent chez nous comme une bombe. 

“Ma chére, vous auriez du descendre a la 
ave!”’ 

“Think of it! our cousins from Carcassonne 
—father, mother, daughter and two sons 
descended on us like a bomb.” 

“Dear me! I should think you would have 
taken refuge in the cellar!” —L’Jllustration 
(Paris). 


doctor who can take those hairs out of it 
so that they will never come back.’’— 
Dayton News. 


In a Way—“Didn’t you tell me you 
were Miss Pert’s first choice?” 

“In a way, I was; I had the refusal of 
her hand.’’—Baltimore American. 


Not That Sort—Suitor (after propos- 
ing)—If you are already engaged why 
didn’t you tell me so? 

She (indignantly)—I’m not the sort of 
girl that boasts of her conquests.— Boston 
Transcript. 


Evolution 




















** La main que j'ai demandée il y a vingt ans 
a genoux!”” 

“‘And this is the hand I once asked for on 
bended knee!” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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The Limit in Collars—7he Knut 
It’s simply absurd! What’s the use of 
showing me low-cut collars like these? 
Do you mean to say you keep nothing 
taller? 

Shop-girl—I’m sorry, but our next size 
is cuffs.—Cassell’s Saturday Journal. 


Apparently the Case—ZI/ndulgent 
Mother—You mustn’t be too hard on 
Tommy on account of his careless 
dressing. It’s only a habit he’s fallen 
into. 

Fastidious Father (inspecting him)— 
Yes, he looks as if he had fallen into 
the habit he has on now.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Obvious 











Mistre I must tell you one thing! | 
won’t allow men in this kitchen. 

Maid—Well, hadn’t you better tell that to 
your husband yourself?—Nebelspalter (Zur- 
ich). 


Diplomacy—“ Mrs. Green has another 
new hat, and I——” 

“My dear, Mrs. Green has to have new 
hats. If she were as pretty and as at- 
tractive as you are she wouldn’t have to 
depend on the milliner so much.”— 
Detroit Free Press. 


Of Course—“Now they want to 
standardize woman’s dress.” 

“Ain’t it standardized? Every little 
squab has a pair of white shoes and a 
sweater.” —Kansas City Journal. 


Who Dares?—Our women, according 
to a local authority, never have throat 
trouble because they wear low-necked 
garments. Now we know why the sav- 
ages never have any pains at all—but who 
dares emulate them?—Chicago News. 
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The Fabricated Revue: By Lawton Mackall 


SN’T science vonderhl = Englefield, that turbine of cheer, 








Not so long ago shows had_ [ff ; : | was imported from England. The 
to be planned singly. There {jj gags bespeak a wide range of 
were untried plots to be i} | reading (including bright bits 
bothered with, and special [ij ' from recent Judges); and even 


tunes to be invented, and brand- eE the music is composed from the 
lew jokes to be devised; and | most successful models available. 
A show like this, representing 
the ultimate and obvious in 
naughtycal construction, can be 


depended on to bring a rich cargo 


nore 


there was no telling how a show 
would go until after it was 
launched. Individual craftsman- 


hip—slow and costly at best 


awe 
had to be depended on, rather | to its owners. But it contains a 
than labor-saving manufacturing | few features that seem to have 
methods. O |e aded standardization. There 


Now, thanks to the system in- are places where the Howard 
vented and perfected by Henry Brothers break loose from the sys- 
Ford in the flivver industry, and tem and disport real personality. 
later applied at Hog Island to the 7, After the thoroughly mechanical 
watery craft, such obsolete proc- 7 — si‘ adds’ §=Restaurant sceng, these 
esses have been happily super- two brothers and the elephantine 
seded by the fabricated revue—a Galli-Curci step forward out of 
show not specially planned and the hard-and-fast design and do a 
built, but merely assembled from riotous burlesque of grand opera, 
standardized parts in accordance as untamed as it is joyous—one 
with the approved design. of those vehement ensembles 

This design represents the where the self-inflating soprano 
uttermost in simplification. All coos like a steam calliope and 
innecessary points and sallies the tenor sighs shrilly and the 
are eliminated. The lines baritone, crouching, gibbers 
are as simple as they can darkly. The Dooleys, also, 
be made; so simple, in show a slapstick irreverence 
fact, that any superfluous for the general scheme of 
ripples are obviated. All things. And George 
portions that can be made Hassell, though the parts 
flat without hurting the assigned to him are _ less 
speed are thus constructed. startling, indulges in 
And the whole thing is drolleries that are most 
worked out with such me- unscientific. Disguised as 
chanical precision that the Henry Miller in eighteenth 
fabricated show is mathe- century French brocade, he 
matically certain to be run- has a manner of taking snuff 
ning steadily long after that would make the dandies 
scores of individually designed of old turn in their graves, just 
shows have foundered — foun- as it makes the audiences of today 

rock in their seats. If he keeps on 
the standardizers will have to do some- 
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dered because they were devised 
with too much imagination. 


Such a fabricated revue is “The . thing about him. 
Passing Show of 1918,” recently launched : , Wonderful as is this fabricated revue, 
at the Winter Garden. It has all the there may come a time when the unalterable- 
essentials to make it see-worthy: well chosen _Phato by Campbell ness,of the pattern, now so convenient, may 
curves, taut stays, graceful struts; fancy Jessica Brown, prove hampersome. Some day a theatregoer 
rigging above and only the requisites below; Mary Pickfording in who happens to drop in for an evening’s enter- 
plenty of picturesque canvas to be lowered . the. ~__‘ tainment may be stirred with a nameless longing 
or raised as the backstage bos’n directs. A Midnight Frets. for something new. Gazing at the fair phalanx 
pleasure craft, indeed, but one so long as of Broadway’s smilingest, clad in stockinet with 


to be a trifle unwieldy. If shortened a bit it would _portiére-esque drapings—watching them strut and wave 
have the same power from its rows of broilers and yet _ their arms in the one and changeless way, it may strike 
develop more smiles per hour. him forcibly that he has seen something like this before. 

The parts were assembled from far and wide and ‘The astute discoverer will tell others, and the secret 
quickly riveted together here in the East. The Howards will be out. After that the fabricated revue won’t 
were hammered out in vaudeville; the Astaires were enjoy such smooth sailing. Perhaps, even, the manu- 
shipped from some distant dance factory; and Violet facturing managers may be forced to alter the model. 








Bert Williams, of the 
“Midnight Frolic,” a 
comedian who had the 
rare good fortune of 
being born with his 
makeup. 


From 


“Ou, Lapy! Lapy!” 


On one’s wedding day one fiancée is generally 
Ht illoughby 


considered enough. 


ji nds he has two. 


May: Yes, this 
to whom | 
plighted my 
troth. Believe 
me, it was some 
plight. 


From 
** FRIENDLY 
ENEMIES ’ 


is the 


man 


Henry B Lock: 
KarL PFEIFER: 


denies— 


Henry BLock: 


else in the world! 
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Night attack upon the 

crest of New Amster- 
dam Tneater 





Paris reports—London confirms 


Never mind “Paris reports, London confirms” -Berlin 


That’s right! Berlin’s got more to deny than anybody 


Sam Bernard and Louis Mann 
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Inv Rarsxy, Recruiting Sta.. N.Y. 


Drawn by Pvt 


Doughd What yo’all ben doin’ Sam? Yo’ look 
all banged up 

Gob—What Ah ben doin’? Gwan! Ah ain't 
banged up none at all! 

Dow Yo’ sho’ is, man! Yo’ is all black ’ 
t ‘ 

Revenge 

By Russ \. Fox, 819th Aero Sqdn., Barracks No. 30, Kelly 


F iN 1.8 
we EY, Pat,” said Mike to the new recruit, 
who was lingering in bed, after reveille had 

“ Hurry, late for roll 


ith San Antonio, Tezas 


blown or you'll be 
call.” 

“Faith, and I want to be,” answered Pat to 
his neighbor. “I’m sore at the Top Sergeant, 
and I don’t intend to answer him when he calls 
my name this morning.” 


Misalliance 
By Puatvare Arvin S. Frank, Hdg. ( ) Infantry, Camp 
Cody, N. M 


A sergeant was kidding the mechanic, a scrappy 
little fellow by the name of Deninger, by telling 
him he heard he was going to be promoted to 
the kitchen Deninger retorted: 

“I heard the other night that a white girl 
actually married a sergeant.” 


police. 


And How Are All the Folks 
Baven, ¢ a. th Light Tank Bn.. Camp 
Holt, Pa 


By Jenome ft 


Officer of the Day (to Sentry) 
my name?’ 

Sentry—No, Sir. 

O. D.—Lieutenant Whitcomb 

Sentry (very friendly)—Lieutenant Whitcomb! 
How d’ye do, sir! Myname’s Marty. 


Do you know 


a 


eezes Military and Naval 


JupGe pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and aceepted 





and cach week $5 is awarded for the best original joke received 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 
He Wasn't Impressed 


Quadra Street, R 
ictoria, B. C., Can 


| 
CERTAIN Canadian battalion was under 
rders to proceed overseas, and one of it 
members, wi 


m we will call Private Jones " had 


By Serceant J. Wattow, M.D 


] 





mmitted an refused to obey an order 

, an N He was brought before the 
feer mmanding and the punishment given him 
as that he be marched before the whole battalion 
arr bis ful ‘ After being marched up 
nd and between the files for about half an 


, 


down 

hour, the O. C. stopped him and said 
“Well, Jones, what do you think about it? 
Jones replied: “Well, sir, they are the 


” 


rottenest 











Misurijerstood 


By Paivate Jack Mentz, 3/6 Engineers, Camp Lewis, Wash 


Mustering Officer to Rookie—Ever seen service? 
Rookie—No, but I read his poems. 


Only One Meaning 


TICKETS | 
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Vrawn by Dox Woorrox, Camp Sherman, Ohio 
Joke by Leon A. Futepman, Camp Sherman, Ohio 


A colored “rookie’’ was visiting his home in 
Pittsburg at the time of the big T. N. T. plant 
explosion. 

Just after the explosion, he was seen beating 
it at full speed through the union station and up 
to the ticket office. 

“Gimme a ticket, boss, and I’se in a pow’ful 
hurry,” he shouted. 

“To what station?” asked the agent. 
“Just as far as you'll take me, boss. 
you done heard oa 7. me 2 

plosion?” 

“Sure I have, but what’s that got to do with 
you?” asked the agent. 

“T don’t know what it means to you white 
folks, boss,” he said, “but to us culled soldiers 
T. N. T. means Travel, Niggah, Travel.” 


Ain’t 


about ex- 























’. 8. 8. Idaho, U. 8. N 
The way a rookie feels on inspection day when 
his shoes aren’t shined. 


Drawn by Curroxp J. Dow, L 


Took Him Seriously 
By Wiuram H. Kevrer, 25th Infantry, Schofield Barracks, H. T 


Officer of the Day—Sentry, what are your 


orders? 
Rookie—My orders are to-to- wo- wo- m-m 
O. D.—Take it easy and try again. 
Rookie—My or-or-orders ah- eh- eh 


O. D. (disgusted) —Go-o-o-d- N-i-g-h-t! 
Rookie—Good-night, sir. 


Really! 
By Patvate Tom H. Wess, /st Brig., Texas, Cav., Smithville, T 
1st Private (a joker)—Well, what are the 
mumps? 
The Diseased 


swell disease! 


One (bitterly)\—Oh, they’re ’ a 


The Wrong Sort 
By Ivcurvs Loewentnuat, Radio Operator, U. 8. S. Sampson 
Naval Examining Officer (to seaman seeking 
promotion)—What is the boom? 
Seaman—Why, sir, it’s the nojse a cannon 
makes when she’s fired. 


Where Ignorance Is Bliss 
By Warprose Stewarp, U.S. 8. Des Moines 

Cook (seeing Boot Sailor put a wooden pail on 
the galley range to heat some water)—Hey, you! 
take that pail off there. What do you want to 
do, burn it up? 

Boot Sailor—Oh, it 
water in it. 


wen’t burn. I’ve got 


(Continued on Fifth Following Page) 
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Bullet, or—The Sword!” 











The supper party was over. 


But two had remained, and it was the voice of the abbé that broke the awful silence. 

She was the most charming specimen of lovely young womanhood that ever graced the most dissolute court of Europe. Even 
her bitterest rivals were forced to confess that never was there created anything which approached so near to absolute perfection. 
In the full flush of a triumph which envy could not dim—at the hands of those who should have been her most loyal protector 

she was offered this choice of a horrible death—“POISON, A BULLET, OR THE SWORD!” Why? 
Seemingly there was no escape. Yet—but read.the tragic yourself with all its thrilling details as the master wor 
painter discovered them and tells for the first time—the THE MARQUISE DE GANGES—of that extraordinary 


family whose occupied the attention of France for nearly a century—told by the great Dumas in 


story 
story of 


Crimes 





THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY 


NEVER BEFORE TRANSLATED 


“‘Great crimes h played so large a part in the world’s history that one cannot obtain a thorough knowledge of past times without the aid of such a book 
as this,” say THE ‘EW YORK HERALD, recently reviewing THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HISTORY. The lover of History is enraptured 
with the wealth of { icts, from new authorities, a u gt to bear by Dumas upon many important personages in history. 

The millions of En sh admirers of the works Alexandre Dumas will hail with delight this, the first and absolutely the only complete and unexpurgated 
translation of Dumas ai E S Cc RIME S CELE BRE S. now for the first time available at a price within the reach of all readers. Printed from the same plates 
is the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, which was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the small edition it is our privilege t ffer our 
patrons has all the unusual features so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of art. = —— -¥ ° 


Historical Criminals and The Infamous Borgias Dumas’ Masterpiece 












































Th + C . The value of serie hist 1 may | aS mi, oe BR ATE PCae +4 MISTORY co make ~ a d 
. ° . ’ any in nce a la usterpiece e highest praise 
elr rimes judge d when it is k now! tha t ire nearly v ed on it by Andrew Lang, Robert Louis Steven 
he Leandesd “ . PQ od competent judges among English litt 
J fN " eight f nares J er - in MAUS asons of state that the French so jealou 
oanna Oo apies many identified with the 1: t fa enes in this treasure that over half a century had elapsed b 
7 ° . +" . : ziven to the English reading world—and ther iroug 
sae Se Give Seas See medizval and later history, while others take the fiyen,to,the Knalish reading world—and then th 
Martin Guerre re ace r c . the ,ma n thor me = € among ne \ S I B | 
. yaths of historical events. Brilliantly worked ) ; ievi 
The Borgias Lage : : ; eeing Is Believing 
° S aviv id 5 i yicture of the Dark Ages are the vices and Is all you nee s nd now, with the coupon But be 
Marquise de Ganges nose Gp Tee Ene crimes of that extraordinary family, the Borgias. $4 sure to send today 
° - aad \ " ’ P ° ° don't v t to disappoint you s so ofte 
Karl Ludwig Sand TIONS OF DUMAS tl rni hed some of the blac Kest pages in I istory. sonnel aah ne ~~ limite i os who act io 
° r . the hole nurde ¢ fnois late You will never for eive rself if you let this opp ty Pass 
Urban Grandier CONTAIN THESE He oa a ies oe u MWe deliver the est, ex ress prepaid. And we tose 
Mary Stuart STORIES. NO SET crew with their greedy craving for debauchery, money if you're not satisfied 
The Cenci OF DUMAS IS flattery, titles and gold. We watch the « areer 
Murat COMPLETE WITH- of the beautiful and deprave d Lucrezia, i » witl MAT. THIS “OQUPON TODAY 
the head of a Madonna of Raphael had the heart of - . 
Derues ee Fess «ainsi dae BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 8-24-18 
« S56 « Ce nn agemure erior. e see . 2 
Ali Pacha the int rigues of the medizval papal court—th« , — Brunswick repre — Le aap tpee 
. = od .'*" . “n wed is $1.00, first paymen n 2 v set { 
Comtesse de Saint-Geran murders, abducti ns, poisonings—drawn from ‘ reas rimes. to be ship pe x har Dr 
Nisida . hr nicle 4 of eyewitnesses, those naiv c accounts more) per mont ch following re receipt of t 
, en which, without embgrrassment, call a spade a spade T will within five days ask for instructio 
Marquise de Brinvilliers their return, at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on 
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Vaninka 8 VOLUMES beautifully bound in cloth . 
. 20LD TOPS with Monogram in GOLD FIELD teed 
La Constantin ILLUSTRATIONS by Wagrez 
Massacres in the South of France—Crimes ———a a TITLE PAGES by Giraldon RNED, ac oresoneccvensnessvegasy 
committed in the Name of Religion. a a Se i Good Paper Occupation...... State 






































i. 














ao 


. 


“fw s8 


A ee rar 


°- 
- 7 


a 


oc 
=<. 


aS (eee Se 


a 
PES oat. 





JUDGE 

















a: ' 
} | Summer Schedule | 
F O r Yo u r ' Up and Down on the Broadway Joy Line 
3 With L. M., Conductor ' 
— 
i } Atreciance—Maxine Elliott. German- 
: American family divided against itself. 
' | Buive Peart, Tue—Longacre. One of 
' : those “‘jool mysteries.” 
‘ ' Fouues or 1918—New Amsterdam. <A 
' i feast for the eye in many courses, served 
' I} a la Ziegfeld. 
' FrienpLy Enemies—//udson. Laughing 
; lecture on loyalty. 





Amusement 


Wri 








POR RO BS te ee wr 


COHAN & HARRI Mi ats and 8 an Ex — 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


HARRY JAMES SMITH wick GRANT MITCHELL 





dway & 46th Street 2 


GAIETY * Mats. Wed. & Sat ty 


KLAW & ERLANGER'S Big Musical Comedy Hit 


enings 8.15 


THE Rainbow Girl 





BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. #3 220 
The STUART 
WALKER CO. 


Mats 
Wed. & Sat. at 2: 30 


SEVENTEEN 





in Tarkington s 
Broadway and 39th Street. 


CASINO Matinees Wednesday 


Evenings 8°15 
and Saturday 2:15 





OH, LADY! LADY!! 
Evenings at 8 


WINTER GARDEN 
THE PAssING SHOW OF 1918 =="? 


= hhurs 


B'way and 50th Street 





Broadway and 45th Street Evenings 8:15 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 


* Keep 


ASTO R 
Mr. & Mrs. 
SIDNEY DREW 


Her Smiling 





Maxine Elliott’s {o."\2"",. Ee 2 


ALLEGIANCE 


False Economy 
By Water G 


q | ‘HE prettiest girl I ever saw 
Was making mince-meat out of straw. 


Dory 


When I essayed some conversation 
She paused not in her conservation 
But said: “‘Go ‘way! I seek a prize 


For crustless, bakeless, tasteless pie s 
SO ple ase go ‘way Don’t interfer: 
gut,” I protested, “listen here 

Your using straw that reckless way 


Will tend to lift the price the hay 


The Meaning of the Moaning 


The wind groaned about the eaves. It was 


an ill wind. 


A Natural Interence 
“ He is one of Nature’s noblemen.” 
“H’m!” returned old Gaunt N. Grimm. “Is 
he as clumsy and ill-mannered as all that?” 


Getting ToGetuer—Shubert. Entente 
cordiale of trench worthies. 

Goinc Ure—Liberty. Airship ahoy! with 
Frank Craven in it, nervous but nervy. 


Keep Her Smitinc—Astor. Sidney 
Drew, as a submerged clerk, performs 
business miracles to meet his wife's 
extravagance. 

Maytime—Lyric. The latest relay of 


actors in this seemingly non-stop play. 

Mipnicut Frotic—Cocoanut Grove. The 
curfew rings late in the Ziegfeld bellefry. 

Mipnicut Revue—Century Grove. While 
the girls are resting between maneuvers 
the Dooleys “Stroll Down the Avenue” 
and roll down the steps. 

Moruer’s Liserty Bonp—Park. A vil- 
lain, yes, but eager for mama’s security. 

PassinG Suow or 1918—W inter Garden. 
If undermanned, it is at least consider- 
ably overgirled. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Robed in paternal 
plendor, Willie Baxter woos the Baby- 


Talk Lady. 


Sue Warks 1n Her Steep—Playhouse. 
Morpheus inveigles a lady into an 
indiscretion. 

Tiger Rose—Lyceum. The realistic 


thunderstorm is much appreciated these 
hot evenings. 
Very Goop Younc Man, A Ply 


Wallace Eddinger as a pet paragon. 


I 
mourn. 


Even Our Subscribers Spend Their Money 


Poetically 
Jupce Pusiisuinc Co.— 
All Right Judge—guess I'll take a 


. 2 @ 
and dig an dollar 
pocket of my pants. 
If you can hess it working at the job 
j p 


of spreading cheer, you're the guy who 


chance idle from the 


ought have it, for it’s doing nothing 
here. 
I don’t know where I got it, but I’ve 


had it quite a while. Tho’ I’ve loved it 
and caressed it, I have never seen it smile. 

I never had-an inkling that smile or 
grin was there, but perhaps the chap who 
had it didn’t treat it on the square. 

Since you know the treatment needed 
to entice the winning smile. It is best to 
turn it over and to give the scheme a trial. 


So, All Right Judge—get busy right 
away, and remember that you’ve prom- 
ised me, “a giggle every day.” 


Tom Hrx. 
(J. R. Patrerson) 











A Patriotic Ti 
atriotic Tip 
UDGE was one of the three 

most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including ali the 
leading magazines. 
“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 
Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to Postmaster Burleson’s advice, 
and drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors atthe front. Do this 
every week, and you’ll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 
Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address —either at camp 
or at the front — and we'll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 








Smoking: A Sammy Speaks 


By Grace G. Bostwick 


| lr ain’t just smoking makes us love it so; 

It’s hopes and dreams that seem to come and go; 
It’s all the soothing syrups ever made; 

Its clownish tricks and circus lemonade 

When we were kids. It’s quietness and peace 

In midst of tumult. It’s the sweet release 

For just the moment from the ills that fret 

And something more that helps us to forget. 


It's home and mother; old-time friends and true, 
In that it brings them all again to view, 

And things we never had, like wife and child 

The joy of loving—pure, undefiled. 

\nd as we smoke, we see the end of war 

And all that we as men are fighting for! 


Thrown In 


“Why is Jones always tagging around that 
girl? 

*“She’s worth a million.” 

‘Trying to marry her, I suppose?” 

“No. He was thrown in with the million 


Drawn by Victor Hay 
OverseAsS EQUIPMENT 
No Shortage Here! 


> 
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OMEN are doing so many things 


The Notion Counter 
By Dovcias MALLocu 

W that men used to do, and doing 

them so well, that about the only 

v to keep our jobs is to marry them. 

his giving a young man command of 

ompany must be spoiling a lot of them 
married life. 

| wish all hotel men would adopt the 
Rotary Club motto, “He profits most who 

rves the best.” 

Let us not complain that we have so 

ich to do, but realize that we have so 

ich to do. 

Last night I dreamed of a girl I hadn’t 

n in years; I am glad she looked so 

ll. 

We all want a little change once in a 

hile; even a dog now and then runs on 
tnree legs. 

From the foreign mail it appears that 
Daughter is holding a sector of the French 

nt. 

Nobody would pay much attention to 
lightning if it didn’t advertise with 
thunder. 

If you are sick of the war, the only thing 

do is to make Germany sick of it. 

The over-dresser forgets that sometimes 

u can’t see the picture for the frame. 

What most women want is a $10,000-a- 
ear husband who is hardy at beating 
igs. 

3ut years ago the lazy man’s wife put 
the “‘work or fight”’ order into effect. 

I just got an unkind letter, and it made 
ne resolve never to write one. 

\ man may be the salt of the earth, but 
the world also wants pep. 

There is no wealth like experience, and 
one that is wasted more. 

People say “it is needless to say,” and 
then go right on and say it. 

As I understand it, Adam was a white 
nan, and Ham a carbon copy. 





THIS ADMIRABLE 
PICTURE « 


which adorned the 
cover of a recent issue 
of JUDGE has been 
reproduced in full colors 
and mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, 
ready for the frame 
For twenty-five cents, 
cash or stamps, we will 
send it. postage free. 











A TRIBUTE FROM FRANCE 


Judge Art Print Department, 225 Fifth Av., New York City | 








WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


e thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 


wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
t Attorneys, Dept. 129. Washington, D. C. 


WRITE THE \VOROS FOR A SONG 


We write music and assist in securing publisher's ac- 
eptance. Submit poems on war, love or any subject. 


CHESTER MUSIC COMPANY 
638 South Dearborn St., Suite 253, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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The Value of a Smile 
By Kennetu L. Roserts 


ONSIDERED as an investment, the 

genial or open-faced smile usually 
yields a higher return than that promised 
by prospectuses of hypothetical oil wells 
or almost -silver mines. It stimulates the 
heart-action, improves the circulation 
and elevates the spirits, thus aiding the 
digestion and tending to prolong life. 
It keeps the face young in appearance 
and creates a feeling of youthful con- 
fidence in the brain, thus adding vigor to 
one’s movements and increasing 
efficiency. Many instances have been 
known where a smile at the proper time 
saved a man from being punched on the 
jaw or struck on the head with some 
heavy, bluntinstrument. Depression and 
dejection find it hard to struggle against 
a pleasant smile; and in this age of 
rapid action and snap judgments, the 
man who smiles frequently receives the 
letter of recommendation or the $50,000 
loan, while the man who doesn’t smile is 
politely but firmly dismissed as being 
sluggish, sullen and a poor risk. Why 
everyone doesn’t keep smiling all the time, 
if only for his own good, is a matter which 
passes understanding. 


one’s 


No Distinction 

“T am twenty-seven years old,” pridefully 
said the pickle-necked, desiccated gent. ‘And 
in all that time I have never kissed a girl or 
been kissed by one.” 

“You have nothing to brag about,” snarled 
J. Fuller Gloom. **The average mummy has been 
deprived of that pleasure at least two hundred 
and twenty-two and two-ninths times as long.” 
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Unanswerable 


“Constable Slackputter thinks he is pretty 
smart, but a stranger asked him a question the 
other day that he couldn’t answer,” related the 
landlord of the Petunia tavern. “We've got 
a mighty strident automobile ordinance here, 
and Slackputter is powerful ferocious in enforc- 
ing it. Well, the feller I’m speaking of turned 
his little old Gourd car up the wrong way in 
front of Tombs’ Undertaking Parlors, and 
Slackputter hollered at him. The feller started 
to leave, and Slack jumped in front of the car 
and roared, ‘Halt! I must uphold the law!’ 
But, sir, the feller just tromped on the ac- 
cumulator, and the car knocked Slack down and 
scrabbled right over him. 

“ *Well, tee! hee!’ says the feller, looking 
back as he driv away at the constable con- 
voluting around on the ground. ‘Whydon’t 
you? 


Safety Ist 
Said Newhub: “ You say you'll make bisquit, 
But I really don’t think you should riscuit. 
To tell you the fact 
\s to how those things act, 
rhey give me a pain in my briscuit.” 


That Much Settled 
“Man is a tyrant,”’ declared Mrs. Flubdub. 
“Tsn’t he, John?” 
‘Really, my dear, I hardly—— 
“Ts he, or is he not?” 
He is.” 


” 


Chopping Us Off 
“Tt is needless to say—” we began. 
“Probably,” interrupted J. Fuller Gloom, 
“but, of course, that will not prevent you from 
saying it. However, it is needless for me to 
linger to listen. Good day!® 
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Very Simple 
KINDLY wo- 
man assisting at 

the Y. W. C. A. Hos- 
tess house noticed a 
gob on duty as a 
sentry. The gob 
looked hungrily at 
the tea-tray every 
time the volunteer 
waitress went by. 
Finally she stopped 
before him with a 
loaded tray. 

“T got this espe- 
cially for you,” she 
said. “Take one of 
these tables and en- 
joy yourself.” 

“T can’t,” said the 
gob, “I have a belt 
on.” 

* Well,” she an- 
swered,“ loosen it.” 
Great Lakes Bulletin. 


Their Maneuver 
Here is one that 
is sent in about 








How to Dump Him 
One way to get the Kaiser’s photo in every 
American waste basket is to run his picture in 
the Congressional Record.—The Reconnaissance. 


No Good Either Way 


= = —— 
~~ Ss rr 
a rer 




















Officer—Young man, why haven't you enlisted? 
Darky—Me enlist, sir? Why, say, man, my feet 
is so bad Ah couldn’t retreat, let alone advance. 


—The Broadside. 


Trumpeters Ruble 
\llen and Forrest Doggett, of the New York 
Barracks. 

According to our correspondent, the “mu- 
sics”’ attended a show in Brooklyn recently, 
one of the features of which was a company 
of Scotch bagpipers. Neither enthused over 
the melodies and both were much perplexed 
by the fashion in which the performers marched 
up and down while rendering their selections. 

“What makes them move about that way?” 
asked Allen. 

\ light broke on Doggett. 

“T’ll tell you why it is,”’ he replied; “it makes 
them harder to hit.’"— Marines’ Magazine. 


Stuff to Lose Sleep Over 
The new patterns in silk sport shirts 
3eefless days 
Wheatless days 
Heatless day s 
Any old “less” days at all 
Sock suspenders 
Suspenders 
Tuxedo jac kets 
The pric e of “gas” 
The upholstery for the new limousine 
The new limousine.—Air Scout. 


A Corporal’s Success 
Not long ago a corporal, after explaining his 
military success, said that his girl wrote him 
every day and told him everything. 
“Tt’s just such hallucinations,” Private Jones 
remarks, “that make good non-coms.””—Trench 
and Camp. 
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Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 
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Love’s Labor Lost 
















































~ 
ea 






onw 


/ 

























/ 


befor 

















i 
“Oh! What's the use?” et 
—Norfolk Naval Recruit 
A Prediction 
If Von Hindenburg’s press agent doesn’t get Cent 
that Paris date straightened out pretty soon, th 
impatient American fighters are going to get 
disgusted and go and see him in Berlin.—Kelly 
Field Eagle. Parle 
Famous Alibis ional 






1—I didn’t know you was an officer, sir. 
2—The train was late. 
3—My first sergeant has it in for me.—Camp 


Dix Times. 
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Something Lacking 
Joun Hyman, [61st Depot Brigade Infirmary, ( 
Grant, I 

A PRIVATE of German descent, who had dili- 
44 gently studied his Military Courtesies, was 
by his Company Commander to deliver a 
ige to a certain Major at the Base Hospital. 
n arriving at the hospital he knocked on the 
took off his hat; saluted; delivered his 
ige; saluted again; but failed to do an 
yut Face,” whereby he was reprimanded 
asked by the Major if that was the way he 
taught to deliver a message to a superior 
he private looked his surprise and then 
ting upon his fingers said “‘Vot did I 


Mess Hall Mutterings 
1. D. McMaster, U.S. Naral Air Station, Miami, Fla 

“Say, sailor, slip that sand along.” 

and I told him, I did, you may be my 

superior officer, but I " 

“Hey, gob, how d’ye get that way?” 
“Heavy on the Java, there, mess cook.”’ 
“Wait till I hit Paris, why I - 
“T says to her, I can’t make no date because 


“No, kid, never believe what no woman says.”’ 
“What! no more!!” 
“Say, ain’t you never ate with no gentlemen 












NON-INTOXICATING 
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LICENSE REQUIRED 


Stands with the “essentials” 


in beverages 
Makes “Doing Your Bit” a pleasant duty 
p-to-Date Grocers, Druggists and Dealers 
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_ HOTEL SAN REMO _ 


Park West, 74th and 75th Streets 
NEW YORK 
)verlooking Central Park's most picture 
ally attractive during the Spring and S: 
Appeals to fathers, mothers and children. 
Rooms and Bath—$2.50 © day and upwards. 
Parlor, bedroom and bath—$4.00 per day and upwards. 
SPECIAL WEEKLY RATES 
Please Write for Illustrated Booklet. 
wnership Management—EDMUND M. BRENNAN 
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We will send you all newspape 

ngs which may appear about you, your friends. or ar ut 

n which you may want to be “‘up-to-date.”’ very new 

rand periodical of importance in the United States and 
peissearched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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for life. 
a keener edge than any ordinary steel can—and it holds it. You can use it for years without honing. ‘The secret 


of this Wonderful steel is ours alone, and we guard it jealously. 


Sent postpaid, $200 


Established 1884 
Capacity 6,000 razors daily 
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This Shumate “Barber” razor is so good that we dare guarantee it to you 
Here’s the reason—the blade is made from Tungsten Alloy Steel, which takes 


Here’s our unqualified guarantee: Buy a Shumate “ 
If you say after an exacting trial that you don’t like it, we'll exchange it without a word. 


In remitting, mention your dealer's name, and a chamois 
lined, rust-proof case will be inclu 


State whether you want light, medium or heavy blade. Heavy blade for very strong beards, 
or Co., 771 Locust St., St. Louis, U. S. A. 
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YouTake No Risk 


GUARANTEED FOR LIFE 


Barber” razor and use it—not once, but as long as you like. 
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with your razor; 


Gunn 
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Those Military Terms 
By W.J. Aucen, Army Y. M.C.A., Camp Hancock, Ga 

In a class for instructing non-English speaking 
soldiers in the fundamentals of the language, the 
following dialogue was overheard: 

Instructor—W hat is a roster? 

A number of hands went up and the instructor 
turned to one eager soldier whose features be- 
trayed his recent annexation from southern 
European soil. 

Pupil—Me know. 
beel. 

Instructor—No, no, Andy, you are thinking of 
roadster. Someone else try it. 

Another pupil (face illuminated with apparent 
knowledge)—Roasta da meat in heem. 

Instructor (patiently)—-No, Tony, that word is 
roaster. You are getting close. Now, come on. 
Some one tell us what roster means. 

Prize pupil (beaming)—Me know heem. 
maka da cock-a-doodle-doo. 

Then the instructor, a corporal who had been a 
professor of languages, carefully explained the 
military significance of the word. 


Heem go on road—automo- 


Heem 


Some Flies! 


By Pvr. ALtexanper Honn, Supply Co., 19th Infantry 


A recruit was asked how he liked K. P. (kitchen 
police). 

“Well,” he replied, “I saw something remark- 
able happen today which I might not have seen 
otherwise. The mess sergeant had me swatting 
flies, and as a bunch of them flew towards a win- 
dow they settled on some fly-paper.”’ 

“What remarkable about 
asked. 

“Oh, nothing. 
paper—that’s all.”’ 


was that?” was 


They just flew off with the 


Not Present 
Croy, Base Ilospital, Camp G 


] rdon, Ga 


By Private Lise ¢ 


Lieutenant Blank was drilling a company of 
rookies who were unable to keep step. 

Lieutenant—Somebody call cadence. 

Acting Corporal (wishing to please) —Cadence, 
Cadence! Anybody here by the name of Ca- 


dence? 


Familiar Stuff ; 
By Pvr. Harry Wrcorr, Hdgrs. Printing Dept., Camp Diz, N. J 
Aerial Instructor—Of course you can readily 
see what it means to drop fire bombs on the 
enemy’s vast ’stores at night. 
Rookie Goldstein—Sure, fire sales next morn- 
ing! 
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“DOING HER BIT” 


perhaps reminds you of a 
similar experience you have 
had while rhythmic strains 
of music filled the air. 

Just as it appears on the 
cover of this issue, this 
picture has been repro- 
duced, in full colors, and 
mounted on a heavy mat, 
11 x 14, ready for framing. 

We will send it, postage 
free, for twenty-five cents 
cash or stamps. 


JUDGE, Art Print Dept., 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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JILEL EMPine 
Misi. Loe Ce 
BROADWAY at 63rd Street, NEW YORK 
OST conveniently situated hotel at popular rates in the 
heart of everything. Rates single rooms,$1. Room with 
rivate bath, $1.50. Parlor Bedroom and bath (for 2) $2.50. 

\ Write for booklet ‘What's Going On.” P. V. LAND, Manager. 
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Here are some brief re lers of the great variety 
I ective purcha \ ut t ugh the 
advertising columns of jupes 


Accountaacy—E xecutive accountants command big 
salames. Thorough training by mail in spare time. Low 
tuition fee—easy terms. Free book of Accountancy facts 
La Salle Extension University, Dept. 482, Chicago 

Agents—Write for proof of profits, with offer and 
full details—-state your line of business. Profit Machine 
Exchange, Dept. 23, 5 South Wabash Ave., Chicago 


Art Study—-Simple method of training by mail in spare 
time Write for terms and list of successful students 
Associated Art Studios, 81-B Flatiron Bldg., New York 
City 


Automobile Jacks—If your dealer happens not to 
have Weed Chain-Jacks, write to American Chain Co., 
Inc.. Bridgeport, Conn., for full information 

Books—-Sexual Knowledge, illustrated by Winfield 
Scott Hall, M.D., Ph.D Table of contents and commen- 
dations, on request American Pub. Co., 809 Winston 
Bidg., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Cameras—The Seneca Camera Manufacturing Co 
140 State St., Rochester, N. Y., will send you a catalog 
showing their models 

Canoes— Free catalog from Old Town Canoe Co., 1746 
Main St., Old Town 

Correspondence Courses—Courses in engineering 
architecture, chemistry, salesmanship, illustrating, book- 
keeping, traffic management, automobile operation, agri- 
culture, ete., etc. Free particulars about correspondence 
courses in any subject in which you are interested. Men- 
tion present occupation International Correspondence 
Schools, Box 3576, Scranton, Pa. 

Diamonds— Blue White Diamonds on Approval. Send 
today for free catalog No. 5-C from J. M. Lyon & Co., 1 
Maiden Lane, New York City 

Food——The Corn Products Refining Company, 17 Bat 
tery Place, New York City, will send you free upon re- 
quest their new Karo Preserving Book, a practical guide 
to good homemade preserves 

Foot Remedy—" Fairyfoot treatment sent free. Foot 
Remedy Co., 3594 West 26th St... Chicago, Ill 

Gems— Look and wear like diamonds. Catalog and 
special prices free. White Valley Gem Co., mfg. jewelers 
828 Wulsin Bidg.. Indianapolis, Ind 

Health—Free copyrighted books, “Conscious Evolu 
tion and * The Science of Life" sent by Alow P. Swoboda 
2146 Berkeley Bidge., New York City 

Hotels—A free booklet in regard to accommodations 
entitled ‘What's Going On" will be sent by P. V. Land 


Manager, Hotel Empire, Broadway at 63rd St.. New 
York City 
Hotels— A diagram showing fixed rooms and prices will 


be sent free by John F. Garrety, Mer., Hotel Seville, Fifth 
Ave. and 29th St.. New York City 

Hotels—sSend a 2-cent stamp for an illustrated booklet 
about the 1,000 Island House, to 1,000 Island House 
Alexandria Bay, Jefferson County, New York 

Key Case—An illustrated catalog of Danda leather 
goods and novelties, including illustration of Danda 
Leather Key-Case will be sent free by M. Danda Mf 
Co,, 141 Fulton St.. New York 

Ointment—Samples of Cuticura Soap, Ointment and 
Talcum Free.. Cuticura, Dept. B, Boston, Mass 

Patents— Write for * Needed Inventions" and “ How 
to Get Your Patent and Your Money" free Randolph 
& Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C 

Personal Treatment— An attractive free booklet on th 
Nujol treatment will be sent on request. Section 5, Nujol 
Dept., Standard Oil Co. (New Jersey), Bayonne, N. . 

Recess More Company, 495 More Bldg., St. Louis, 
Mo., will send you a Famous Karnak Razor for a 30 days 
trial free 

Shoes 
to order shoes by mail sent by W. L. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass 

Shoes— Designed by army surgeons. Very comfort- 
able and long wearing Free catalog from Jos. M. Her- 
man Shoe Co., 806 Albany Bidg., Boston, Mass 

Service Rings—Any branch of the service your own 
regiment and Company included. Catalog free. C. T. 
Grouse Co., 121 Bruce Ave., North Attleboro, Mass 

Sexology—-By Wm. H. Walling, A.M., M.D. Write 
for “Other People's Opinions"’ and Table of Contents, 
Puritan Pub. Co., 792 — Bidg.. Philadelphia, Pa 

Ten-Pinnet—Bowling without »in-boys—Money- 
making business opportunity on small investment. Easy 
sayments out of profits Full particulars free. Ten- 
*innet Co., Dept. 2543, Indianapolis, Ind 

Tires—If you want tires of highest quality, and your 
dealer can't supply write the Kelly-Springfield Tire Co.. 
200 West 57th St., New York City, for name of nearest 
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Typewriting—New way. easy way. Only 10 les- 
sons. Guaranteed to increase your speed to 80 to 100 
words per minute. Entire course on trial. 32-page book 
aoe he Tulloss School, 8544 College Hill, Springfield, 
Ohio. 

Vaseline—TIllustrated booklet describing the various 

“ Vaseline” er ag and their many uses, free. 
Cc tesebrough Co., 35 State St., New York City. 

fatches—Any watch you want, on 30 days’ trial and 

easy payments. 112-page jewelry catalog free. Alfred 
Ware Co., Dept. 872, St. Louis, Mo 

Zymole Frokeye—Sample for 2c stamp. Frederick 
Stearns & Co., Detroit, Mich 


$3 to $8 per pair Free booklet showing how 
Douglas Shoe Co., 
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The Smallest Soldier. 


By Vircinta Woops Mackau1 
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IN THE PARK. 


M* poor old nurse can never understand 


Why 


I don’t like to walk and hold her hand. 


She does fel know the lamp-posts, tall and straight, 
Are dangerous enemies that lie in wait. 

She thinks the deadly tanks are only benches, 

And does not recognize the gutter trenches. 


She does not even g 
I am in uniform, 


Next Week—“ Numeri 


A Prince of a Fine Guy! 
HE world, even with a Kaiser in it, still finds 
things at which to laugh—and heaven bless 
every one of those things and perpetuate them! 
With conditions so topsy-turvy and so many 
hearts so full of the sadness of the time, we need 
and cherish more than ever the persons who are 

spreading sunshine, cheer and hope. 
rhe editor of the Mystic Worker has for years 
been a lover of JupGe, the Happy Medium. It 
far the best humorous publication the 
Since Uncle Sam has en- 


is by 
earth has ever seen. 
tered the war, JUDGE has been bet 
and in.greater demand—and during the past 
few months it has grown glorious in its field. 

It is just the thing for soldier boys. And like 
the regular guy he is, the circulation manager of 
the Leslie-Judge Company has made the price 
of the bubbling Jupce and the illustrated 
weekly newspaper—Les/ie’s—just half the price 
to the soldiers, sailors and marines. See the 
generous advertisement of this company in this 
issue of the Mystic Worker, and then order one 
of these great publications sent to your soldier 
boy. As a gift, we unhesitatingly place JUDGE 
in the class with the Smileage Books.—M ystic 
Worker, Mt. Morris, Iil. 


Get the Axe 
WOE is me!” the rooster cried, 
“Look what they went and done! 
These new food rules have put me in 
Division A, Class One!” 


A Bird in the Hand 
The mules at Potsdam are beginning to feel 
the talons of the Eagle. 


ruess that, 


ter than ever, | 


1h 


underneath, 


armed to the teeth! 


al Advantage ’’) 
Hun Geography 
rhe teacher is reading the homework of little 
Fritz, which was: Name the European cou! 
tries at war, and little Fritz wrote: ‘‘ England 
Russia, belgium, serbia, German 
Italy, montenegro, Turkey, roumania, Austrie 
Teacher—How is it, Fritz, that while )<. a1 
spelling England, Russia, France, ¢cc., with 
capital letters, you do not spell the other ones 


France, 


the same? 
Frits—Teacher, my fader szid, those cour 
tries hafe no Capitals nc more. 


The Engagement 
7 oe when it was announced?” 
“Oh, gracious! dreadfully! Of course the 
were pe pence but it was—financially. 


His Opinion 
Congressman I-Should-Worry’s own privat 
opinion on the burning questions of the da) 
Let ’em burn! 


Childhood Memories 
I rose to give the dame a seat—I would not let 
her stand. 
She made me think of Mother, with that strap 
held in her hand. 


Cuticura Heals 
(7 ching Buraing 


roubles 


All druggists; Sese. 25 Le 25 and 50, Taleum 25. 
Sample each free o Cuticura, Dept. B, Boston.”’ 
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BILLY PIERSON: “Well, Bob! I 
haven’t seen you for months— 
where’ve you been.” 

Bos CurRIER: “Oh, I’ve been laid 
up for several ~weeks—it’s pretty 
good to get out again too, I can 
tell you.” 

BILLy: “For heaven’s sake — not 
hospital?” 

Bos: “Yes sir and I just dodged 
an operation.” 

—“What was the trouble?” 

—“Why, Billy, the doctors called 
it some awful name, but it was 
nothing more or less than a 

“clog” in my intestines; waste 
that wouldn’t move — poisoning 

—breeding a fine line of seri- 
ous diseases.” 

—“What did they do to you up 
at St. Johns?” 

—“They were all ready to operate 
for appendicitis. That food waste 
had accumulated in the large in- 
testine, where the appendix is. 
I had had pains, and I always 
tried to cure them with pills or 
Salts. 
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That only shook up my system— 
flushed it hard—and left that 
poisonous waste right there, 
dryer and harder than ever. Tak- 
ing a pill for that condition is 
like driving your car up Ten 
Mile Hill to get the carbon out 
of the cylinders.” 

—“That’s right.” 

—“Well, the doctor said “We'll 
see if we can’t move that ob- 
struction naturally before we try 
to operate.” He put me on my 
back, and I watched the clock, 
counted my fingers, ate a diet 
and took Nujol. The Nujol soft- 
ened that dry mass, moved it on, 
and after a while I began to be 
regular—my system is my clock 
now. I take a little Nujol morn- 
ing and night just before tooth- 
brushing and I really don’t know 
what it is to feel low. Pleasant 
to take too.” 

“What does the Nujol do?” 


The car containing the Man Who Was Sick, and the Man 
Who Isn’t Going to Be, gathers momentum and slides away. 








For your own protection insist that the druggist give you the 
genuine Nujol, in a sealed and capped bottle, bearing the Nujol 
trade-mark in red—never otherwise. Nujol is absolutely pure 
and harmless. Inferior substitutes may give Ye asant results. 
Genuine Nujol sold by all druggists in the U. S. and Canada. 


Send 50 cents and we will ship new kit size bottle to U.S. soldiers 
and sailors anywhere. Write for attractive free booklet on the 
Nujol treatment: Section 5, Nujol Dept., Standard Oil Co. (New 
Jersey), Bayonne, N. J 


“Regular as Clockwork” 
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Which Way 


are You Going? 


—“Simplv softens the contents of 


the bowels—without in any way 
interfering with digestion — and 
lubricates the ashes easily along 
the intestines. It’s not absorbed. 
You get rid of every drop you 
take. For a man who doesn’t 
exercise much, or who works so 
hard that he hasn’t time to keep 
his insides as clean as his collar, 
it just helps nature out, see?” 


—“Sure (he twists the self-starter) 


I’ll bet there are thousands of 
men right now in the same shape 
you were in. Only one of them 
knows it and he just found it out. 
Hop in!” 


—‘“Where you bound, Billy?” 


-“T’m going to take you down to 
the drug store, and then if you’re 
real good and you help me buy 
one bottle of Nujol, we'll go out 
and shoot about nine holes be- 
fore supper. How about it?” 
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How I Improved My Memory 
In One Evening 


The Amazing Experience of Victor Jones 


“oF r | place you! Mr. Ad- 


‘If I rememb«¢ r correctly and I 
remember correctly—Mr. Bur- 
roughs, the lumberman, introduced 
me to you at the luncheon of the 
o~ ittle R tary Club three vears ago 


pleasure indeed! 


~ a 
= 


I haven’t laid eyes on you since that 
day. How is the grain business! 
And how did that amalgamation 
work out?” 

Che assurance of 
the crowded corridor of the Hotel 
MecAlpin—compelled me to turn 
and look at him, though I must say 
it is not my usual habit to “listen 
in’ even in a hotel lobby. 

“He is David M. Roth, the most 
famous memory expert in the United 
States,’ said my friend Kennedy, 
answering my question before | 
could getitout. “He will show you 
a lot more wonderful things than 
that, before the evening is over.” 


And ne did. 
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FREE EXAMINATION COUPON 


Gndependent Corporation | 


Division of Business Education, Dept. 408, 119 W. 40th St.. New York 
Publishers of The Independent (and Harper's Weeki 


Please send me the Roth Memory ( rse 
Iw either remail the rse to you w 
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